was to find out which of them had cameras and then
report. This at least was a positive line of thought.

The obvious method seemed to be to engage them in
conversation one by one, or couple by couple., and bring
up the subject of photography. But that was no use,
Supposing the spy had already discovered that his photo-
graphs were missing, that instead of his pictures of con-
crete and guns he had some lively low-angle shots of a
carnival at Nice? Even if he did not immediately realise
that he had somebody else's camera, he would know that
something had gone wrong and be on his guard. Anyone
attempting to get conversational on the subject of photo-
graphy would excite his suspicions. I must proceed by less
direct means.

I glanced at my watch. The time was a quarter to
seven. From the window I could see that the beach was
still occupied. There were a pair of shoes and a small
sunshade lying on the strip of sand visible from my room.
I combed my hair and went out.

Some people can strike up casual acquaintances with
the greatest ease. They possess some mysterious flexible
quality of mind that enables them to adjust their mental
processes rapidly to conform with those of the strangers
facing them. In an instant they have identified themselves
with the stranger's interests. They smile. The strangers
respond. There is a question and a reply. A minute later
they are friends, chatting away amicably of trifles.

I do not possess this engaging faculty. I do not speak
at all unless spoken to. Even then, nervousness allied to
a desperate wish to be friendly renders me either stiff
and formal or over-effusive. As a result of this, strangers
either think me morose or suspect me of trying to work
a confidence trick.
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